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We drove up the road leading to the light-house, and then walked up the steep rocky path carrying two baskets of luncheon, which we ate under the shadow of a wall looking down upon a glorious view. Madame Goldschmidt had been very anxious all the way about preserving a cream-tart which she had brought. " Voila le grand moment/' she exclaimed as it was uncovered. When some one spoke of her enthusiasm, she said, "Oh, it is delightful to soar, but one is soon brought back again to the cheese and bread and butter of life." When Lady Suffolk asked how she first knew she had a voice, she said, " Oh, it did fly into me ! "
At first sight Madame Goldschmidt might be called "plain," though her smile is most beautiful and quite illuminates her features; but how true of her is an observation I met with in a book by the Abbe Monnin, "Le sourire ne se raconte pas." "She has no face; it is all countenance" might be said of her, as Miss Edgeworth said of Lady Wellington.
It was already excessively hot before we left Cannes on the 29th of April. After another day at the grand ruins of Montmajour near Aries, we diverged from Lyons to Le Puy, a place too little known and most extraordinary, with its grand and fantastic rocks of basalt crowned by the most picturesque of buildings. Five days were happily spent in drawing at Le Puy and Espailly, and in an excursion to the charming neighbouring campagrie of the old landlord and landlady of the hotel where we were staying. Then my mother assented to my wish